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INTRODUCTION 

It  is  indeed  a  very  great  pleasure  to  me  to  be  permit- 
ted to  write  a  few  brief  words  by  way  of  introduction 
to  Miss  Johnston's  little  volume  of  verse.  In  doing  so 
it  is  not  at  all  necessary  tKat  I  should  attempt  any 
eulogy  of  Her  work,  for  it  will  speak  for  itself  to  every- 
one who  opens  these  pages,  more  effectively  than  I  could 
speak  for  it.  It  will  be  apparent  at  once  that  she  writes 
with  charm  and  insight  and  the  true  artist  gift,  and  has 
produced  verse  that  makes  a  real  addition  to  our  Can- 
adian literature,  and  will  stand  the  test  of  the  years. 
May  there  be  much  more  of  it! 

Miss  Johnston  is  thoroughly  Canadian,  having  been 
born  in  the  city  of  Toronto  and  lived  most  of  her  life 
there.  She  has  travelled  and  has  been  all  her 
life  an  earnest  student  of  literature,  not  only  in  English, 
but  in  French  and  German  as  well.  She  has  written 
sparingly,  too  sparingly  many  of  her  friends  think,  but 
always  with  care  and  conscientiousness.  This  little 
book  will  bring  her  a  still  wider  circle  of  appreciative 
friends. 

W.  B.  Creighton. 
Office, 
'The  Christian  Guardian" 

Toronto,  Nov.  1st.  1922 
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OVER  THE  THRESHOLD 

We'll  call  him  Roger.      If  lie  had  a  name, 
I  never  heard  it.     Tim,  are  you  quite  sure, 
Quite  sure,  that  when  a  spirit  takes  the  form 
It  wears  here  on  the  earth,  say,  yours  or  mine. 
It  cannot  leave,  until  the  final  day. 
It  cannot  cross  its  threshold  for  a  space 
To  play  the  neighbour  to  another  soul? 
That's  what  you  think?" 

I  answered,  I  should  like 
To  hear  if  he  thought  otherwise,  and  why. 
Because  we're  all  unlearning  nowadays 
The  word  "impossible." 

"Then,  this  is  why: 

A  dream,  most  probably ;  indeed  it  was 
A  dream,  in  form,  at  least.     One  night  last  week 
I  walked  through  empty  streets,  then  country  roads. 
And  then  a  pine-wood,  till  I  reached  a  tent 
Pitched  on  the  grassy  margin  of  a  stream. 
The  trees  stood  back  a  little  from  the  place 
And  left  a  clear  view,  as  I  reached  their  edge, 
Of  two  men  in  the  camp-fire's  flickering  light. 
For  a  brief  moment  while  I  watched,  I  knew 
A  good  man  and  a  bad  man,  talking  there. 
Beneath  the  far  bright  stars,  beside  the  fire. 
Then,  I  had  vanished  from  the  edge  of  woods. 
My  own  self  gone  from  me,  and,  in  its  place. 
The  self  of  Roger  by  the  glowing  fire, 

19 


20  OVER  THE  THRESHOLD 

Watching  his  enemy  with  sombre  eyes. 

I,  who  was  Roger  then,  felt  all  his  mind, 

Dark-memoried  with  intolerable  wrong. 

Whisper  revenge  within  me.     Roger's  life 

Thrust  by  that  other  from  its  rightful  path, 

Lay  plain  behind  me,  and  still  plain,  but  far. 

The  earlier  life,  the  earlier  normal  mind. 

The  Roger  he  had  been  before  this  man. 

Who  sought  his  own  advantage  ruthlessly. 

Had  wrecked  what  could  be  wrecked  by  other's  fault. 

What  the  deed  was,  I  think  I  did  not  know, 

Or  rather,  being  Roger,  knew  so  well 

I  thought  not  of  it,  only  brooded  on 

The  worldly  ruin  wrought,  the  laughing-stock 

I  was  in  men's  eyes,  pitied  not  at  all. 

Or  only  by  the  very  few  who  see 

What's  truth  and  what's  illusion  in  our  lives. 

For  all  the  rest,  a  victim  and  a  fool. 

And,  as  you  know,  the  world  loves  victims  not. 

"We  lingered  late  and  talked  of  trivial  things. 
Because  each  feared  to  move,  caught  fast  by  chance. 
For  chance  had  forced  us  to  companionship. 
And  chance  had  left  a  weapon  within  reach 
Close  in  the  grass  beside  me,  where  it  lay. 
Ignored  by  both,  ignored9  but  greatly  feared. 
The  firelight  caught  its  gleaming  barrel  once. 
When  a  swift  flame  leaped  up  and  fell  again. 
And  I  saw  fear  in  my  companion's  eyes 
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And  felt  fear  in  my  heart.      He  was  unarmed ; 

I  knew  his  darkened  soul,  his  whole  life's  way. 

And  nothing  good  was  in  it,  nothing  right. 

Much  less  aught  noble,  to  redeem  a  wrong. 

Not  one  man  had  been  happier  for  his  life. 

And  many  wretched,  and  there  lay  revenge, 

Close  at  my  hand,  for  all  whom  he  had  harmed. 

And  most  for  me.      Then  can  you  wonder,  Tim, 

That  I  was  frightened?     You  and  I  have  known, 

From  boyhood  even,  that  the  spirit's  law 

Stood  sword-sharp  'twixt  man's  soul  and  such'a  deed. 

No  violence  can  change  its  right  to  wrong, 

However  one  desires,  as  I  did  then, 

The  brute's  unthinking  vengeance,  justified 

For  man  (who  cannot  guard  himself  from  thought) 

By  no  evasive,  selfish  argument 

Of  others'  wrong  or  trespass.      This  is  yours. 

Your  deed,  if  you  attempt  it.      You  are  he 

Who  breaks,  or  who  obeys,  the  spirit's  law. 

That  you  have  known  from  childhood,  Tim,  and  'I. 

But  if  you  call  on  it,  when  needed  most. 

You  find  a  stubborn  fighter  in  your  heart 

Urging  the  swift,  unthinking,  brutal  way. 

And  in  your  mind  a  casuist  aiding  him 

With  sophistries  a  child  could  overthrow. 

Which  yet  seem  weighty  reasons.      While  we  talked, 

Easily,  of  whatever  came  to  mind — 

Grand  opera  in  New  York,  the  premier's  speech. 

The  latest  novel  and  the  price  of  stocks — 
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I  knew  such  talk  to  be  impossible 
Except  wlien  tliere's  no  meeting-place  at  all 
Between  two  minds,  and  there  was  none  for  us 
Save  in  that  half-inch  of  our  history. 
There,  we  had  met,  there,  we  had  known  at  least 
Each  what  the  other  meant,  what  each  soul  said 
In  answer  to  the  questions  life  must  put. 
They  seem  entwined  so,  Tim,  our  lives  on  earth ; 
The  deed  of  one  man  reaches  many  more. 
To  change  them,  help  or  hinder,  theirs  reach  him 
Not  otherwise,  a  close-linked  chain,  you'd  say. 
Of  influence,  each  on  each.      Yet  every  deed 
Has  for  its  kernel  just  the  doer's  will. 
And,  doing  right  or  doing  wrong,  each  knows 
That  it  is  he  who  does  it,  no  one  else. 
He  whose  unfettered  deed  works  good  or  ill. 
Somewhere,  to  someone  in  the  world.      They  say 
'Be  good,  and  you'll  be  happy.'      Possibly. 
But  if  not  you,  most  surely  someone  will. 
For  goodness  works  out  so,  infallibly ; 
And  conversely  there'll  be  unhappmess, 
Somewhere,  for  someone,  if  your  deed  is  ill. 
That's  part  of  what  I  thought  while  still  we  talked. 
And,  dark  behind  the  words,  behind  the  thoughts. 
Gold  anger  brooded,  waiting  for  revenge. 
And  heeding  not  at  all  what  thought  could  say. 
For,  mark  this,  Tim,  thought  hardly  helps  at  all, 
Nor  reason,  when  decision  waits  for  you. 
And  pine  trees,  stars  and  camp-fire  watch  to  see 
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What  you,  you  wlio  are  part  of  all  tKis  life, 

A  brother  of  the  trees  and  stars  and  fire. 

Will  do,  for  your  share  of  what  work's  to  do. 

Here,  while  this  steadfast  Universe  remains. 

No,  thought  helps  little.      But  the  thoughts  drift  past. 

Left  from  the  years  that  go,  they  wear  their  hue. 

The  colour  of  the  days  that  you  have  lived. 

And  not  the  blinding  and  destroying  light 

Of  some  wild  Present.      Well  it  is  for  you 

If  they  can  live  at  all  in  that  sharp  glare. 

And  what  you  once  were  help  what  now  you  are. 

So  went  the  hours.      You  think  they  fought  in  me, 

Reason  and  Vengeance,  for  the  mastery? 

Not  in  the  least,  no  strife.      But  both  were  there. 

Both,  and,  behind  them,  all  life  is  and  was, 

All  that  makes  consciousness,  all  that  checks  or  helps 

Impulse  and  reason ;  over  all,  the  will. 

Still  silent,  waiting. 

"When,  quite  suddenly, 

A  stick  snapped  in  the  fire,  scattering  sparks. 
And  breaking  a  brief  silence  'twixt  us  two, 
It  drew  my  eyes  up  from  the  ground,  to  meet 
Once  more  the  waiting  midnight.      Then  I  knew 
That  he  would  see  another  dawn  of  day 
And  I  should  waken  innocent.      He  rose. 
Fear  visibly  withdrawing  from  his  eyes. 
And  even  while  he  said  (with  what  relief!) 
How  late  it  was,  and  time  that  we  turned  in. 
The  camp  went  from  me,  and  I  was  again 
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Among  the  trees,  not  Roger  any  more. 

But  my  own  self.     I  went  the  same  way  Kome, 

Through  pine-woods,  then  deserted  city  streets. 

And  then  the  stairway  here — I  heard  it  creak 

As  I  went  up — and  then  my  room,  and  there, 

Lying  asleep,  a  figure.      If  'twas  mine, 

I  had  no  time  to  see,  for  I  awoke 

That  moment,  and  it  Was  I,  lying  there. 

And  staring  at  the  first  grey  light  of  dawn 

That  touched  the  window.      Tell  me,  do  you  think 

That  that  was  just  a  dream?" 

"If  I  knew  that, 

I  should  know,  too,  what  dreams  are.      But  I  know 
That  Roger's  glad  indeed  you  lent  a  hand." 
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BARRIERS 

What  is  it  parts  my  love  from  me? 

Naught  but  the  sea. 

Wide,  storm-swept,  yet  a  shining  way 
For  thoughts  that  carry,  Jay  by  day, 

All  love  can  say. 

And  what  divides  her  love  from  her? 

Dark  thoughts  astir. 
Cold  jealousies,  ignoble  fears, 
Pride  that  corrodes  and  doubt  that  sears. 

And  secret  tears. 

Some  day — not  long  to  wait,  I  know — 

My  heart  will  go, 

Singing  to  meet  the  ship  that  brings 
My  love  from  his  far  wanderings — 

Oh,  heart  that  sings! 

For  her,  too,  and  for  all  who  wait. 

Bondslaves  of  hate, 
Or  fear,  or  self,  at  last  will  fall 
The  dreary  chain  that  holds  them  thrall, 

And  love  be  all. 
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THE  LIVING 

The  dead  man  stirred  beneath  the  mould ; 

Oh,  death-sleep  should  be  sound! 
But  he  hears,  through  the  shroud's  thick  fold. 

Her  tears  upon  the  ground. 

"So  quietly  we  dead  are  laid 

To  sleep  through  the  dark  night. 
Soft  sleep  and  sweet,  while,  unafraid, 
Our  souls  foreknow  the  light ; 

"But  shall  I  rest  in  peace,"  he  said, 

"While  she,  alone,  above. 
Sees  the  grass  growing  o'er  my  head 
Who  vowed  to  be  her  love? 

"Her  love!     O  Love  that  cannot  die. 

Speak  to  her  now,  who  hears 
My  voice  no  more ;  say,  though  I  lie 
So  silent  through  the  years, 

"Through  all  the  years  that  still  must  be, 

Yet  are  we  not  apart — 
As  she  lives  in  the  grave  with  me. 
Live  I  not  in  her  heart?" 

Who  hears  no  more?     The  sunlight  kissed 

The  cruel  grass  above. 
But  heard  she  not,  through  grief's  thick  mist. 

Far  tidings  of  her  love? 
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Heard  she  not,  in  her  spirit's  deep. 

That  low  word  from  the  dead? 
That  voice  oi  one  who  would  not  sleep 

Till  she  was  comforted? 

"Sleep  now,"  she  said,  "I  know,  not  one. 

But  two,  fulfil  my  life — 
Your  counsel  in  its  work  begun. 
Your  sword  in  all  its  strife. 

"Oh,  nevermore  alone  on  earth, 

I  know,  dear  heart — nor  you — 
But  in  the  loud  world's  tears  and  mirth 
And  in  your  silence,  two." 
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JANUARY 

The  New  Year  on  the  threshold  waits  to  see 
The  last  glimpse  of  the  Old,  then  thoughtfully 
He  turns  to  face  the  new  day  breaking  clear. 
And,  thinking  of  the  blunders  of  last  year 
And  all  the  last  years  that  have  gone  before : 
"They  failed,"  he  says.      "But  we  will  try  once  more.' 
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FEBRUARY 

So  bright,  so  cold,  so  beautiful,  sKe  seems 
A  fairy  princess,  snow-clad,  crowned  as  well 

With  glittering  ice-jewels.      Yet  she  deems 
Her  task  not  beauty  only ;  she  will  tell 
Her  fairy  maids  to  spread  (so  carefully!) 

The  soft  white  coverlet  that  guards  the  dreams 
Of  all  the  little  seeds  of  flowers  to  be. 
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MARCH 

OK,  he's  a  blusterer  born.      But  when  at  whiles 
It  happens  he  forgets  his  role,  and  smiles 
Unwarily,  tke  smile  is  very  sweet. 
The  little  rivulets  along  the  street, 
TKe  first  damp  whiff  of  air  from  melting  snow. 
Say  "Spring!"  so  softly,  fearing  lie  should  know. 
Then  he  remembers,  snatching  up  once  more 
His  wild  storm-mantle,  blustering  as  before. 
But  not  for  long,  because  he's  glad  to  bring 
(Though  he  says  not)  the  first  news  of  the  spring. 
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APRIL 

Dear  April,  clad  in  bright  uncertainties 

Of  cloud  or  sun  or  driving  silver  rain 

Conies  dancing  through  the  wood,  across  the  plain, 
And,  laughing  at  the  Blusterer  as  he  flees, 

Steps  to  her  place  in  the   swift-passing  year. 

With  glowing  cheeks  and  mischief-lighted  eyes. 
And,  sure  of  welcome,  like  a  child,  she  cries : 
k  Awake,  O  Earth,  awake,  for  I  am  here!" 
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MAY 

But  May  ia  like  that  eager  child  grown  tall. 
And  sky,  and  dignified.     She  will  not  play 
Wild  pranks  with  sun  and  rain.      She  goes  her  way 
Sun-crowned  and  happy,  through  the  brightening  day, 

And  little  flowers,  waking  at  her  call. 

Are  certain  there's  no  other  month  like  May. 
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JUNE 

And  June's  a  bride,  a  young  queen-bride.     June  wears 
Her  dewy  bridal  flowers,  her  shining  crown 
Of  sunbeam-gold  and  radiant  jewel-light 

As  if  the  world  were  happy.      Griefs  and  cares — 

Oh,  June  knows  that — must  weigh  sad  mortals  down. 
But  June  knows,  too,  the  darkest,  weariest  night 
Must  end  in  dawn.      And  surely  June  is  right. 
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JULY 

July's  the  busy  matron  of  the  year. 

So  muck  to  do  in  field  and  wood  and  dell. 
So  many  little  growing  things  to  rear. 

And  grown-up  trees  to  guard,  whose  bright  leaves  tell 
What  care  she  takes.     And  yet  July  (no  fear!) 

Has  leisure  to  be  beautiful  as  well. 
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AUGUST 

But  August's  idle.      August  has  no  care 

For  yesterdays  or  morrows ;  this  to-day 
Is  all  her  own,  with  sunshine  everywhere 

And  glowing  fruits ;  you  almost  hear  her  say : 
Why  should  I  hasten?     While  the  world's  so  fair. 

Small  wonder  if  I  linger  by  the  way." 
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SEPTEMBER 

And  now  conies  magic,  when  September  lights 
Her  hearth-fire  on  the  hillside,  here  to  dwell 

Her  bright  allotted  span  of  days  and  nights, 
And  teach  us  (if  we  could  out  learn  as  well!) 

What  glamour  lives  in  earth's  dear  common  sights. 
And  how  much  truth  in  tales  the  fairies  tell. 
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OCTOBER 

October  is  most  happy,  unaware 

Of  aught  save  beauty.      Is  it  beauty,  though, 

Or  beauty's  very  spirit,  calling  so 
From  sky  and  wood,  from  all  things  everywhere? 

I  know  that  if  a  painter's  hand  could  trace 
His  captured  dream,  a  poet  make  his  song 
Just  as  he  felt  it,  they  would  then  belong. 

Picture  and  poem,  to  these  wondrous  days. 

Because  the  tales  October  loves  to  weave 
In  glowing  tapestries  of  light  and  shade 
And  colour  (by  what  hidden  magic  made?) 

Tell  us  of  all  that  we  would  fain  believe. 
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NOVEMBER 

November's  a  grey  poet,  old  and  wise 

And  nappy,  musing,  watching  as  they  flow 
The  twilight  hours.     Not  all  of  long  ago. 

The  old  man's  thoughts,  for  though  his  quiet  eyes 
Hold  memories  of  mornings  all  aglow 

With  youth's  bright  singing,  yet  one  song  will  rise, 

One  more  (he  knows  and  waits) — the  strange  surprise 
Of  the  known  loveliness,  remembered  so. 
And  yet  forgotten,  of  new-fallen  snow. 
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DECEMBER 

"If  there  were  no  December  in  the  year, 

What  would  the  children  do?"  December  asks. 
"Kept  always  at  their  foolish  school-day  tasks. 
They'd  grow  to  be  like  older  folk,  I  fear. 

"But  when  I  come,  and  Christmas  with  me  too, 

We're  loaded  down  with  gifts  and  toys  and  mirth 
For  all  the  little  boys  and  girls  on  earth, 
Oh,  what,  without  us,  would  the  children  do?" 

"What  should  we  do  without  you?     Oh,  but  you — 
If  we  were  not  here,  waiting  to  be  glad — 
No  matter  what  delightful  toys  you  had. 
What,  without  us,  would  you  and  Christmas  do?" 
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AN  AWAKENING 

Tlie  sleeper  stirred,  for  a  dream  came  by. 
Breaking  the  quiet  of  dreamless  sleep ; 

And  the  dream  bade :      "Waken,  for  Love  is  nigh  ; 
Love  sent  me  to  warn,  since  no  watch  you  keep." 

And  the  sleeper  smiled  in  the  dream's  delight, 
But  would  not  waken,  for  "Rest  is  sweet. 

And  I  know,"  he  said,  "though  the  dream  is  bright, 
That  dreams  are  scarcely  more  fair  than  fleet." 

So  he  slept  again,  and  the  dream  passed  on. 

But  Love  came  after,  with  shining  eyes. 
And  spied  the  sleeper :      "I  sent  anon 

A  message  here,  yet  asleep  he  lies?" 

Then  Love  drew  nearer,  and  naught  said  he. 

But  the  quiet  eyelids  quivered,  then  rose, 
And  the  lips'  curve  grew  to  a  smile,  to  see 

Who  waited  the  waking  from  long  repose. 

Then  Love  tried  to  f rown :      "But  you  heeded  not 
The  dream  that  I  sent?"  "You  sent  it?      I  swear 

Your  message,  sweet  Love,  the  herald  forgot : 
No  dream  ever  told  me  of  aught  so  fair." 


OVER  THE  THRESHOLD  41 

IN  THE  LIBRARY 

Books?     O,  yes,  on  tke  shelves.      Below 

Where  the  woodfire's  glow 
Brighten  tKe  curls  of  lier  sunny  hair, 
A  girl  sits,  leaning  and  talking  so 
To  one  at  her  feet  on  tKe  KeartKrug  tKere — 

An  idle  pair. 

Lovers?     WKo  knows?     Not  tKey,  be  sure. 

It  may  endure, 

TKis  nrelit  hour's  fragile  spell. 
And  keep  all  Kours  in  thrall  secure, 
Or  pass  with  tKe  hour's  passing-bell. 

And  who  can  tell? 

Lovers  or  not,  in  the  hearthnre's  glow. 

They  surely  know 
The  firefly  Present,  not  before 
Seen,  nor  hereafter,  yet  can  show 
Wisdom  worth  all  the  bookshelf's  lore. 

And  who  knows  more? 
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RONDEAU 

If  dreams  came  true,  how  strangely  wrought 
Life's  cloth-of-gold  would  be,  with  aught 

From  stately  visions,  laden  ships. 

To  fancies  making  trial  trips 
Upon  the  wide  sweet  sea  of  thought. 
The  shimmering  sea  whose  shores  are  sought 
Beyond  our  ken,  whose  waves  have  caught 

Gold-glints  even  in  the  sun's  eclipse — 
If  dreams  came  true! 

Ah,  tut  the  waves  roll  darker;  naught 
Can  stay  a  wayward  dream  that's  fraught 
With  deepening  sadness ;  dull  rain  drips 
On  waves  that  once  kissed  Venus'  lips : 
So  griefs  would  come,  as  now,  unsought. 
If  dreams  came  true. 
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INTO  THE  WORLD 

Sunshine,  and  bright  girls'  faces  in  the  Hall, 

And  flowers,  scarce  fairer.      Tins  is  the  last  day, 
The  shining  goal  of  four  years,  slipped  away 

So  swiftly!      How  will  memory  recall, 

(She  who  keeps  record  of  what  things  befall. 
The  Mind's  historian,  noting  sad  and  gay 
With  equal  skill),  what  words  will  memory  say 

Of  these  years,  when  they  are  no  more  at  all? 

She  will  speak  kindly  of  the  days  that  were. 
Sundial-like,  marking  but  sunny  hours. 

May  she  mark  many  such,  and  e'en  may  care. 

When  world's  care  comes,  look  fairer  for  her  flowers. 
And  bright  hearts,  carrying  learning  from  these  doors, 

Never  unlearn  the  happiness  learned  there. 

Victoria  College, 
June,  1922. 
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DAWN-PROMISE 

The  night  seem  long,  with  dawn  to  come  at  close? 
The  waiting  silence  of  the  night-deep  sky, 
The  moving  stars  we  measure  darkness  by, 

Know  day  is  coming,  and  the  blackness  shows 

Fairer  against  its  gloom  the  shadowed  rose 
Of  future  sunrise,  while  the  midnight's  sigh 
Foretells  dawn's  kiss,  and  to  the  watcher's  eye 

The  day  is  beautiful  before  night  goes. 

So  life  is  never  weary,  O  my  own. 

My  dawn,  my  glory!     Though  the  night  still  clings 
Round  me  in  darkness,  yet  my  spirit  sings, 

For  every  hour  of  vigil  spent  alone 

Foreknows  your  coming,  and  the  knowledge  brings 

Light  unto  hours  where  light  were  else  unknown. 
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THE  PRICE  OF  TO-DAY 

The  piled-up  gold  of  all  our  yesterdays 

Has  bought  to-day — To-day!     For,  though  we  thought 
But  for  the  hour  alone  in  what  we  sought, 

Or  held  the  hour  a  thrall  to  future  days. 

Those  hours  fashioned,  in  their  diverse  ways. 
The  clay  and  spirit  that  were  we,  and  brought 
Out  of  that  past  this  present,  having  wrought 

That  which  to-day  we  are,  for  blame  or  praise. 

What  golden  morrow  waits  beyond  the  dawn? 

What  future  calls,  when  only  we  can  hear? 
To-day  shall  earn  it,  as  a  day  long  gone 

Has  earned  this  present  hour,  nor  need  he  fear 
Who  holds  to-day,  that  any  morrow's  sun 
Will  rise  upon  a  day  he  has  not  won. 
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JUNE'S  WISDOM 

K  June  remembered  all  tlie  many  Junes 

That  passed  tins  way  before  her,  sunbeam-clad 

And  bright  with  flowers,  could  June  be  quite  so  glad? 

And  could  she  love  her  own  fair  dawns  and  noons. 

Her  silver  twilights,  her  slow-rising  moons. 

If  through  their  grace  she  heard  the  voice  which  bade  : 
"Stay  not,  but  go?"      Ah,  June  must  needs  be  sad 

If  she  remembered  all  those  other  Junes. 

But  June  remembers!     Not  a  blossomed  bough, 
Nor  sparkle  of  dew-diamond  in  the  grass 

Of  those  lost  Junes,  but  lives  in  June's  bright  Now. 
So  down  the  shining  path  they  went  before 
Singing  she  goes.      "Dear  flowers,  I  shall  pass, 

But  Junes  will  follow,  when  I  am  no  more." 
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ENDYMION'S  ANSWER 

How  can  I  sleep  wKen,  silver-white  ana  still, 
The  moonlight  makes  a  glory  of  the  world — 
Of  all  the  quiet  trees,  the  wakeful  flowers. 
And  e'en  of  me,  this  mortal  who  can  feel 
Your  mighty  Empire,  O  Endymion's  Moon! 
Endymion's  Moon!     What  if  Endymion's  self 
Should  come  and  watch  with  me,  this  living  Night, 
Diana's  glory?     Let  me  fancy  now 
What  he  would  say,  the  boy  Diana  loved. 
"And  were  you  not"  ('tis  I  who  speak)  "of  men 
Most  happy,  when  the  heavenly  Huntress-Maid 
Stooped  from  her  radiant  solitude  for  you. 
Brought  heaven  to  a  mortal — oh,  you  were 
Most  blest,  in  that  she  loved  you."  "Nay,  most'blest 
In  that  I  loved  Diana."  said  the  boy 
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SOLITUDE 

As  a  friend's  hand  comes  yours,  O  Solitude, 
And  tKrusts  aside  the  little  crowding  needs, 
The  poor  impediments  of  words  and  deeds 

And  thoughts  of  others — all  the  obstruction  strewed 

About  my  path ;  the  long  loud  day  reviewed 

Shows  fust  its  worth,  no  more,  nor  aught  impedes 
Now,  the  clear  sight  of  what  the  spirit  reads 

In  all  creation's  wide  infinitude. 

So  in  the  vastness  have  I  found  my  place. 

And  not  the  force  that  holds  the  farthest  star 
Can  change  at  all  what  I  must  make  or  mar. 

Can  help  or  hinder,  deepen  or  efface 
That  which  I  do,  nor  anywise  debar 

My  heritage,  my  right  in  time  and  space. 
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THE  SOUL 

"OK  'wild  courageous  voyager  through  space. 

Through  time,  through  charrless  wide  infinities 
Of  conscious  mind,  what  bring  you  back  from  these 
Your  voy agings,  to  your  own  dwelling-place 
Beyond  the  suns,  where  reason,  time  and  space, 
Their  task  concluded,  shrivel  into  naught, 
And  leave  you  free  to  measure  what  you  wrought 
While   yet  they   helped?     What   bring   you   from   that 
place?" 

"Nothing  I  bring.      My  task  accomplished  too. 
Accomplished  and  forgotten,  lies  behind ; 
And,  shining  in  the  light  that  neither  mind 
Nor  space,  nor  time  e'er  saw,  the  place  I  knew 
Greets  me  afar,  yet  swiftly  is  it  near. 
What  bring  I?     Naught  save  Joy,  And  Joy  is  here." 
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EXILE 

O  soul  of  mine,  where  strayed  you  yestereve. 
While  sunset  flamed  and  faded  in  the  west, 
And  little  stars  came  out  at  night's  behest? 

Far,  far,  oh,  far  from  earth  where  souls  must  grieve, 
Beyond  the  sunset,  past  the  outmost  star. 

Back  to  my  own  place,  where  no  sorrows  are. 

'/ 

What  sought  you  there,  oh,  soul  of  mine,  what  found. 
When  bright  earth-beauty  faded  out  of  sight. 
And  you  fared  forth  alone  in  pathless  night? 

Oh,  fair  and  clear  and  straight  from  earth's  sad  round 
My  path  led  back.     What  sought  I,  home  again 
From  this  life's  terrors,  free  from  bonds  of  men? 

Ah,  but  to  know,  in  very  certainty. 

That  once  I  dwelt  there  and  again  shall  dwell, 
Or  late  or  soon,  no  horoscope  can  tell. 

But,  late  or  soon,  my  own  place  waits  for  me. 
Ah,  the  bright  door  of  death  that  leads  thereto! 
Ay,  bright,  but  life's  to  live  ere  we  win  through. 
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LIFE  CALLED- 

Life  called  and  waited,  but  the  toy  delayed 

Among  his  dreams — dear  dreams  whose  shining  eyes 
Had  lighted  all  his  youth.      "What  better  prize 

Can  there  be  won  than  this  I  have?"  he  said. 
"What  is  to  seek  beneath  your  duller  skies?" 

Then  Life  made  answer:  "Love,  and  Fame,  and  Gold — 
Eyes  brighter  than  your  dreams',  the  spurring  pride 
Men  feel  in  men's  applause,  and,  not  denied, 

The  gracious  ease,  the  power  manifold 

Of  mighty  wealth."  "Naught  else?"  the  boy  replied. 

"Naught  else?"  Life  said.    "Nay,  there  is  this  to  seek: 
Sharp  Sacrifice,  and  Toil  that  none  shall  see. 
And  days  and  strength  given  unresistingly 
For  others'  use.     Now  let  your  own  will  speak; 
Come  you,  or  stay?"  "But  I  will  come!"  said  he. 
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PEACE 

If  England  had  not  chosen  war,  but  peace, 
How  could  sKe  face  her  future,  how  review 
Her  own  past  deeds  (those  tales  our  childhood  knew!) 

Smitten  Armadas,  hard-won  liberties 

And  charters  bought  by  will?     Remembering  these, 
She  could  not  choose  but  render  what  is  due ; 
Nor  can  she  fail,  nor  sheathe  the  sword  she  drew 

In  righteous  war,  till  war's  sharp  need  shall  cease. 

Yet  this  is  peace,  the  truer  peace,  she  chose. 
Meet  for  the  spirit  that  was  England  then 

And  now  is  Empire,  peace  at  heart  that  knows 
(Though  heavy  is  the  price  in  lives  of  men. 
In  tears  of  women),  that  yet  once  again 

Her  Voice,  her  Sword,  clear-ringing,  wrong  oppose. 
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EDITH  CAVELL 

If  any  doubted,  let  this  deed  suffice 

For  dreadful  proof  of  the  stark  evil  will 

That  chooses  (on  tKis  earth  God's  good  gifts  fill) 

To  strive  against  their  growing,  pay  what  price 

The  Lords  of  Darkness  ask,  make  sacrifice. 
For  their  dread  favour,  of  what's  left  to  kill 
Of  ruth  or  honour  that  might  hamper  still — 

Hot  hatred  answers,  though  our  hearts  are  ice. 

Ah,  hate  leads  downward!     Turn  our  thought  away 
From  these,  to  her  who  knew  no  hate  nor  fear 
But  only  pity,  bright  torch  burning  clear 
In  Belgium's  night,  a  torch  to  light  the  way 
Through  the  Pit-blackness  of  our  earth  to-day 
To  light  her  spirit  dwelt  in,  even  here. 
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THE  COLOURS 

Red,  for  the  bright,  glad  sacrifice  they  make 

Who  keep  our  borders,  for  the  lives  flung  down, 

(So  prized  but  yesterday!)  for  Life's  own  sake. 

Ah,  they  beat  proudly,  all  the  hearts  that  break 

Left  here  alone,  for  those  who  earn  death's  crown. 

Blue,  for  our  steadfast  sky,  untroubled  still 
Beyond  all  clouds,  our  hope  that  even  here. 

Even  here  on  earth,  man's  life  may  yet  fulfil 

Its  brighter  destiny,  and  kindlier  will 

Defeating  hate,  make  this  world's  pathways  clear. 

Oh,  the  white  glory  of  the  world  unseen! 

Yet  seen  so  surely  by  those  hero-eyes 
That  look  past  Death,  for  all  that  life  has  been. 
All  that  death  can  be,  in  his  dark  demesne. 

Grows  white  in  that  clear  light  to  which  they  rise. 
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1916 

What  of  the  white  ash  when  the  flame  is  spent? 

Forgotten,  scattered  far,  and  mingling  so 

With  ashes  of  the  fires  that  long  ago, 
Or  yesterday,  burned  clear,  it  falls  content 
Back  to  the  earth  once  more,  whence  it  was  sent 

To  that  brief  brotherhood  with  fire,  that  glow 

Nor  fire  alone  nor  earth  alone  could  know, 
But  both,  light-bearing,  in  that  radiance  blent. 

As  fades  the  flame  when  flame's  bright  work  is  sped. 
So  from  our  sight  they  pass,  those  hearts  we  knew. 
Those  gallant  hearts  of  flame.  Like  fallen  dew 

Earth  takes  their  ashes.      Oh,  this  earth  they  fled. 
They  whom  we  love,  must  we  not  love  her  too, 

Our  ravaged  earth,  made  holy  by  such  dead? 
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SUNSET 

While  the  red  glory  from  the  glowing  west 
Flames  out  across  the  lowland,  erst  so  grey. 
But  radiant  now  in  that  last  light  of  day, 

Our  world,  war-saddened,  filled  with  sharp  unrest. 

Seems  yet  so  fair!     What  heart,  though  weariest 
Of  all  earth's  weary  hearts,  could  turn  away 
Uncomforted,  from  that  bright  dying  day. 

That  hope  of  fairer  dawn  made  manifest? 

So  the  swift  passing  of  that  valiant  Breath — 
The  flaming  sunset  of  heroic  days. 
Yonder,  on  Flanders  plains,  that  light  whose  rays. 
Far-shining,  touch  the  realm  of  Night  and  Death 
And  show  it  terrorless,  that  spent  light  saith : 
"Dawn  follows,  bright  on  all  life's  shadowed  ways." 
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FRENCH  VILLAGES 

So  far,  yet  brought  by  grief  so  blinding-near, 

Those  bright  heroic  names!      Ah,  names  that  meant 
Only  dear  human  living,  still  content. 

Labour  and  rest,  through  many  a  quiet  year. 

Then  in  a  red  glare  from  the  Pit  flashed  clear 

The  swift  keen  sword  of  Will,  steel-firm,  unbent. 
Unwearied  through  dread  years  magnificent, 

Years  dark  with  every  agony  save  fear. 

Must  any  soul  despair?      Assuredly 

Those  names  of  grief  and  pride  to  many  a  heart — 
French  hearts  and  ours — bear  witness,  for  their  part. 

To  a  high  faith  that  in  the  days  to  be. 

This  life  on  earth,  at  last  lived  worthily. 

Shall  know  dear  peace,  to  nevermore  depart. 
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SIEGFRIED'S  SWORD 

Young  Siegfried's  was  too  bold  a  heart 
In  castle-Kails  to  dwell  apart, 
So  fared  he  from  Kis  father's  home 
Throughout  the  whole  wide  world  to  roam. 
There  met  he  many  a  worthy  knight 
With  shield  and  trusty  broadsword  dight — 
While  but  a  staff  young  Siegfried  bore. 
And  grieved  he  had  no  weapon  more. 

As  through  a  darkling  wood  he  strode, 
Came  he  upon  a  smith's  abode. 
There  steel  and  iron  lay  about. 
And  there  the  fire's  bright  flame  gleamed^out. 
"Oh,  Master,  dearest  Master  mine. 
Wilt  teach  me  this  good  skill  of  thine? 
Fain  would  I  watch  thee  ply  thy  trade. 
And  learn  how  trusty  swords  are  made." 

Young  Siegfried  swings  the  hammer  high. 
And  smites  the  anvil  nngingly. 
Through  all  the  wood  the  blows  resound. 
And  iron  fragments  strew  the  ground. 
But  from  the  last  bar  left  is  made 
By  Siegfried's  skill  a  gleaming  blade. 
"Now  have  I  shaped  my  sword  aright. 
And  now  am  armed  like  worthy  knight. 
Now  can  I  slay,  in  field  and  wood. 
Grim  giants  and  the  dragon's  brood." 

Translated  from  the  German* 
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Two,  parting  from  each  other, 

Clasp  hands,  with  wistful  eyes. 
And  tears  begin,  and  sighing 

Of  lingering  good-byes. 

We  wept  not  when  we  parted ; 

We  sighed  not  gnevingly; 
Ah,  there  came  tears  and  sighing 

After,  for  you  and  me. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  Heine. 


Lightly,  lightly  through  my  heart 

Go  the  sweet  notes  singing ; 
Ring  out,  O  sweet  spring-song,  and  part. 

Through  the  bright  air  winging. 
Till  you  reach  the  house  where  blows 

Many  a  flower,  none  sweeter; 
When  you  see  a  blowing  rose, 

Say,  I  send  to  greet  her. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  Heine. 
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